WITHIN THE GATES         SCENE
from the YOUNG WHORE, above his head]. There
go the poor, the sacred aristocracy of God!
Join them, my children, in self-abasement, and
find a sharp penitence and a sweet peace!
(The scene becomes as bright and sunny as
before, and the birds begin to sing again?)
PLACARDED   EVANGELISTS   (together,   angrily
down to the BISHOP). Wot'r you torking abaht?
Call o' the Dahn-en'-Ahts don't apply to us;
both of us is in the 'ands of Gord already!
(They go off, one to the right, the other to
the left, bent-backed and frightened^)
CHAIR ATTENDANTS (together, angrily to the
BISHOP). 'Ere, you mind your own business,
see, ecclesiastical Mickey Mouse! Th' offer
t' join your maundy menagerie's declined, see?
(As they go out, one to the left, the other to the right}
Dahn-en'-Ahts ain't alooking for us!
(The YOUNG WHORE goes to a seat and
sits down dejectedly; the BISHOP comes
close to her?)
BISHOP. And you?    They came close, my
child, they came close.    They will get you
some day, if you do not let me save you now.
The day is fair, my daughter, the day is fair,
but what of the night, when youth has faded,
and the shadows fall, and the heart is lonely?
YOUNG WHORE (tonelessly, but defiantly}^
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